Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
He is firmer, and yet in spite of his firmness unsettled still,
I know all you young men are that until you find your-
selves—yet—" Here she broke off suddenly. "At any rate,
I am glad that you are not one of those that criticize."
"I cannot criticize, signora," he answered, "since,
however I might differ with him on any one course, I
think all his instincts are right."
"If he only trusts them," he was about to add, but
finished instead, "And I have seen his mother!"
"Thank you, signor—for my son." And with this she
went over to her other guests, who now rose to go.
As she descended to the linen-room, she pondered this
conversation, by which she had been deeply impressed.
In Ajaccio, yes, in all Corsica, every man's hand might
be against the boy, but here at least was one—he seemed
a thoughtful and superior young man too—who had
been held by some quality in her son. Again she recalled
the dream, and in a flash she saw it all; there would be
others, countless others who would yield to that spell.
Then she shook her head, as if disturbed, and, like all
practical women with duties ahead, she put these distract-
ing thoughts from her mind.
"Did you ever see such a household?" gossiped the
voluble Saliceti, as her carriage jolted over the cobbles.
"And her dress, when every one knows the high-waisted
gown is the only thing 1" Here she glanced down at her
own, quite in the Parisian mode; remembered, too, the
galleon that rode so triumphantly on her head. "And
those shabby old chairs, and that thin, sour wine—
jh!"
"I thought she was very kind," interrupted her niece,
"I know; but she's so—well, let us call it careful. All the
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